
 
Gr. 1, Theme 3, Story 2 
Mr. C’s Dinner, Fluency 

      
all  first  never  will  paper licked 

 
shall  every  backing  eat  lips  

  
 

Hen got a paper.         Hen sat        to read the paper.        Fox got a paper.  

Fox looked        at his paper.          Pig got a paper.             The paper has  

a map on it!            The map tells           where to go.          “We shall not  

miss it at six,”            Hen said. 

“Who is Mr. C?”           said Pig. 

They all met          at Mr. C’s den         at six.         A big sign said,  

“Mr. C’s Den.” 

“Let’s go in,”          said Fox.   

Every animal got          a big bib.           “We all have bibs,”          said Pig.   

“Where is Mr. C?”             said Hen. 

Fox licked his lips.            Pig picked      a big dish.        

“Where is Mr. C?”          said Pig.   

“Fox, call Mr. C,”         said Hen. 

Fox called,           “Mr. C,         we are here!”            Tap,      tap,       tap.  

 Mr. C is here.          Mr. C looked in          at the animals.   

The animals looked              at Mr. C.   

“Mr. C is Coyote!”               they all yelled.   

“Will you eat me?”           said Pig,           backing away. 

“Never!”         said Mr. C.              “I will not              eat you.” 

“My dinner is not            a big,             bad trick,”          said Mr. C.  

“Let’s eat!              Who digs in first?” 



“I will             dig in first!”          said Hen.           “Why not?”         They all had 

Mr. C’s yams               for dinner.  

 

Hen got a paper.  Hen sat to read the paper.  Fox got a paper.  

Fox looked at his paper.  Pig got a paper.  The paper has a map on it!   

The map tells where to go.  “We shall not miss it at six,” Hen said. 

“Who is Mr. C?” said Pig. 

They all met at Mr. C’s den at six.  A big sign said, “Mr. C’s Den.” 

“Let’s go in,” said Fox.   

Every animal got a big bib.  “We all have bibs,” said Pig.   

“Where is Mr. C?” said Hen. 

Fox licked his lips.  Pig picked a big dish.  “Where is Mr. C?” said Pig.   

“Fox, call Mr. C,” said Hen. 

Fox called, “Mr. C, we are here!”  Tap, tap, tap.  Mr. C is here.   

Mr. C looked in at the animals.  The animals looked at Mr. C.   

“Mr. C is Coyote!” they all yelled.   

“Will you eat me?” said Pig, backing away. 

“Never!” said Mr. C.  “I will not eat you.” 

“My dinner is not a big, bad trick,” said Mr. C. “Let’s eat!   

Who digs in first?” 

“I will dig in first!” said Hen.  “Why not?”  They all had Mr. C’s yams  

for dinner.  

 


